I                                130                STAGE CONFIDENCES
\                                        Her face fell, she pushed out her nether
lip, she knit her level, flaxen brows.
I  leaned  forward  suddenly  and   touched
her hand, saying, "You are not — you can't
be —my little —"
"Yes, I am,"  she answered  delightedly.
"I am Little Breeches."
"And this?" I asked, touching the white
bundle.
"Oh," she cried, "this is my Little Breeches;
;                                     but I shan't dress him in bright blue."
i>                                          "Good heavens!"   I exclaimed, "how old
are you, and how old am I ?" \                                        "Well," she replied, "I'm almost eighteen,
and as you look just exactly as you did when
I                                     I saw you last, it doesn't matter, so far as I
I                                     can see, how many years have passed."    (Oh,
I                                     clever Little Breeches ! )
J                                        Then,   having   had   Little   Breeches   2d
i                                    kissed   and   honestly  admired,   she  trotted
J                                    away satisfied; and only as I  made my en-
I                                    trance on the stage did it occur to me that
4                                    I had not asked her name; so she ends as
f                                    she began, simply Little Breeches.one child should
